CHAPTER XV
THE SHEEP THAT WAS LOST
when Nadeshda went back to her mother, Klimov and
I settled down to the evening. I liked Klimov from the
first moment we met, Except perhaps only Shevelyov I
liked him best of all the people I met on my journey. And
I collected quite a crowd of acquaintances up there.
He was a short fellow with rich hair, the colour of ripened
wheat. Although only twenty-six—as he told me later on—
his face revealed a deep knowledge of life, whereas his lively
eyes, sparkling as he talked, assured me a thousand times
experience had not damped down his interest and love for
life. He shook my hand more warmly than anybody else
had done. The difference of nations, and of worlds, which
was often forced on to me in Russia, vanished during the
first half-hour of our acquaintance. When he told me of
his wife—he had married, as I had done, at the age of
twenty-one—and of his children separated from him by
thousands of miles for the greater part of the year, I felt
closer to him than to many whom I have known since we
trotted together to school.
He was a 'cultural worker'3 giving lectures on history and
letters, arranging artistic circles and editing the literary side
of the local newspaper. Every year he wrote a book on his
experiences. The Heart of the Tundra was one; another dealt
with his eighteen months among the natives; a third with
the history of the North.
In a pause between making up the pages of local news
and waiting for the foreign telegrams and radio messages
we drank tea together—in true Russian style, with jam
instead of sugar, and in saucers while it was yet too hot.
I asked Klimov about his life.
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